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The Triflers
Lontinued from puge O
said, “But, first—ean you give me apart-

ments on the sume floor—for mysell and
maid? I am his fianeée," she told him,

“1 can give mademoiselle apartments
adjoining,” said the clerk eagerly.

“Then do so,”

She signed her name in the register,
and beckoned for Marie.

“Marie, " sho said, “you may return and
finish paeking my trunks. Pledse bring
them here.”

“Here!" gueried Marie,

“Here," answered Marjory.

She turned to the clerk.

“Take me upstairs at onee.”

There wae o strong smell of ether in
the hall outside the door of Monte Cov-
ington's room. It made her gasp for a
moment. It seemed to make concrete
what, after all, had until this moment
been more or less vague, That pungent
odor was & grim reality. So was that
black-hearded Doector Marcellin who,
leaving his patient in the hands of his
assistant, came' to the door wiping his
hands upon & towel.

“] am Mr. Covington's finnete—Miss
Stockton," she said al once. “You will
tell me the truth?"

After one glance al her eyes Doctor
Mareellin was willing to tell the truth.

“It is an ugly bullet wound in his
shoulder," he said.

“It is not serions?”

“Bueh things are always serious. Luck-
ily, I was able to find the bullet and re-
move it. It was a narrow escape for him, "

“Of eourse,” she added, “I shall serve
as his nurse,"

“Good,” he nodded.

But he added, having had some ex-
perience with fisncées as nurses:

“Of eourse I shall have for a week my
own nurse also; but | shall be glad of
syour asgistance, This—er—was an Goci=
dent?”

She nodded.

“He was trying 1o save a foolish friend
from killing himself.”
4T understand.”

“Nothing more need be said gbout it?"

“Nothing more,” Dr. Mareellin sssurad
her. “If you will o in T will give fou
your instructions. Mademoiselle Duval
will soon be here” I

“Is she necessary?" ingquired Marjory.
“T have enguged the next apartment for
mysell and maid.”

“That is very good, but—Mademoizelle
Duval is necessary for the present.”

' Bhe followed the doetor into Donte's
room, She heard him muttering a name.
She listened to eateh it,

“Edhart,” he ealled. “Oh, Edhart!”
UNUEIt proper  conditions, being
led in the shoulder may have

its pleasant features. They were not so
ohvious to Monte in the early part of tho
evening, heeause he was pretty much he-
fuddled with ether; but sometime helore
dawn he wolke up.

Monte was eonscious of g hurning pain
in his shoulder, and he was not quite eer-
tuin as to where he was. So le hitehed
up on one elbow. This eaused s shadow
to detach itself from the dark at the other
end of the room.

“Who the deure are you?" he inquired
‘in plain English,

“Maonsieur is not to sit up,
answered in plain Fren

Monte repeated his question, this time
in Freneh,

“Lam the nurse sentl heee by Doetor
Mareellin, 7 she infornied him, “Monsiogr
Is not to talk."

Bhe placed her hand below Lis necl and
helped him to settle down again upon his
pillow. Then she rushed off again hoyond
the range of the shaded eleetric light.

“What happened?” Monte enlled into
the dark.

Then he thonght he heard o door open,
and further rustling, and o whispered con-
versation.

“Wha's that?” he demunded,
up the light, will you?"

" the shadow

“Turn
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“But eertainly not," answered the
nurse, eoming toward him again. "Mon-
siour is to lie very quiet and sleep,.”

“T ean't alsep

“Perhapa it will help monsieur to be
quiet if he knows his flaneée i2 in the next
OO,

et |

ily this a ap-
pearad to have directly the opposite effect.

“My what?” gasped Monte.

“Monsieur's flancée, . With her maid,
she is oceupying the next apartiment in
order to be near monsieur. IF you are
very quiet to-night it is possible that to-
morrow the doctor will permit you to
see her. "

“Was that B}.le who came in and whis-
pered to you?

“¥ps, monsiour.”

Maonte remained quiet after that—but
he was not sleeping. He was thinking.

Marjory was in the next room, awake,
and &t the sound of his voice had eome
in. In the dark, even with this great
night city of Paris asleep around him, she
had eome near enough so that he heard
the rustle of her skirt and her whispering
voice, That was unusual—most unusual—
and rather satisfactory., If worse came
to worze and he reached a point whera it
was necessary for him to talk to some one,
he could get her in here again in spite of
this nurse woman. He had only to call
her name, a2

“Is she in there now?" Monte ealled to
the nurse in the dark.

“Certainly, monsieur,
you were sleeping.”

But I thought

\IU, he was not sleeping; but he did not
mind now the pain in his shoulder.
She had announced herself as his flancée.
Well, technienlly, she was, He had asked
her to marry him, and she had aceepted.
At the time he had not seen much further
ahead than the next few minutes; and
even then had not foreseen what was to
happen in those few minutes. The pro-
posal had given him his right to talk to
Hamilton, and her aceeptance—well, it
had given Marjory her right to be
Clurious thing about that eode of rights
and wrongs! Society was a stiekler for
form. If either he or Marjory had neg-
lected the preliminaries, then he would
have lain herve alone. This nurse woman
might have come, but she did not eount:
and, besides, he had to get shot before
even she would be allowed.

Now it was all right, It was all right
and proper for her, all right and proper
for him, all right and proper for society.
Not only that, but it was so utterly nor-
mal that society would have frowned if
she had not hurried to his side in such an
emergency. It forced her here, willy-
nilly.  Perhaps that was the only reason
she was here.

Still, he did not like to think that. She
was too true blue to quit & friend. Tt
would be more like her to come anyway.
He remembered how she had stood by
that old aunt to the end. She would be
standing by her to-day were she alive,
Even Chie, who fulfilled his own obliga-
tions to tho last word, had sometimes
urged hor to lead her own life, and she
had only smiled. There was man stufl
in her.

“Is Mademoisells E\\ln:-klnn sitting up

there in the next room?

“1 do not know,” answered the nurse.

“Do you mind finding out for me?"

“If monsieur will promise to sleep after
that."”

“How ean o man promise to sleep?”

“Monsieur ean at least promise not to
1![“’;, 3

1 will do Ahat,” agreed Monte,

She eame back and reported that
mademoiselle was sitting up, and begzed
to present her regards and express the
hopo that he was resting eomfortly,

“Please to tell her 1 am, and that T
hope she will now po 1o hed, " he answered,

Nurse Duval did that, and returned.

“What did she say?" inguired Monte,

“But, monsieur—"

She hrul no intention of spending the
vest of the night as o messengor botween
those two rooms,

“Very well,” submitted Monte,
vou might tell me what she said.”

“But

“She said she was not sleepy,” answered
the nurse.

“I'm glad she's awake,” said Monto.

Just because he was awake, There
was nothing sentimental about this con-
elusion, He did not think of it as it
affected her—merely as it sffected him.
It gave him rather a comfortable, com-
ploted feeling, as if he now had within
himself the means for pencefully enjoy-
ing life, wherever he might be, even at
thirty-two, Under the influence of this
soothing thought, he fell asleep again.

AFTFR the dootor and his assistant
were through with Monte the next
morning, they decided, after 8 consulta-
tion, that there was po apparent réason
why, during the day, Miss Stockton, if
she desired, should not serve as his nurse
while Miss Duval went home to sleep,

“My nssistant will come in at least
twice,” said Doctor Mareellin, “Be-
sides, you have the constitution of a
prize-fighter, It might well be possible
to place & bullet through the heart of
such a man without discommoding him,"

After they had gone out, Marjory came
in. Bhe hesitated at the door a mo-
ment, perhaps to make sure he was awnke;
perhaps to make sure that she herself
was awake, Monte, from the bed, could
sea her better than she vould see him,
He thought she looked whiter than
usual, but she was very heautiful,

There was something about her that
distinguished her from other women—
from this nurse woman, for example, who
was the only other woman with whom
it was possible to compare her in a like
situntion. She was dressed in something
white and light and fluffy. Around her
white throat there was a narrow band of
black velvet.

“Good morning, Marjory,” he callad.

She eame at onee to his side, walking
graciously, a8 a princess might walk.

“l didn't know whether you were
awake,” sho said.

It was one thing to have hér here in the

. dark, and another to have her here in

broad daylight.

“Did you rest well last night?” she in-
quirad.

“I heard you when you came in and
whispered to the nurse woman, [t was
mighty white of you to come.”

“What else could I do?” She seated
herself in a chair by hiz bed.

“Beeause wo are engaged?”

Bhe smiled a little,

“Then you have not forgotten?”

“Forgotten!” he exelaimed. *1"
beginning to realize it.”

“1 was afraid it might came baek to
you as a shock, Monte," she said. “But
it i8 very eonvenient—atl just this time.”

“1 don't know what 1 should have done
without it,” he nodded. "It ecertainly
gives & man a comfortablé feeling to
know—well, just to know there is some
one around.”

“T'm glad if I've been able to do any-
thing."

“It's & whaole lot just having you here,”
he assured her,

It changed the whole character of this
room, for one thing. It ceased to be
merely a hotel room—merely number
fitty-four attached with a big brass star
to & key. It was more like o room in the
Hotel des Roses, which was the nearest
to home of any place Monte had found in
a deeade. Tt was as il when she came in
she completely refurnished it with little
things with which he was familiar. HEd-
hart always used to place flowers in his
apartment; and it was like that,

“The only hother with the arrange-
ment," he said, looking serious, “is (hat
it takes your time. Oughtn't you to be
at Julien's this morning?”

She had forgotten about Julien's. Yet
for the last two years it had been the
very center of her own individual life.
Now the vrowded studio, the smell of
turpentine, the odd eosmopolitan gath-
ering of fellow students, the little pangs
following the bitter criticisms of the mas-
ter, receded into the background until
they beeame as a dream of loug ago,

“T don't think T shall ever go to Julien’s
again, " she answoered,

he asked.

“But look here—that won't do,” he
objected. “If I'm to interfere with all
your plans—"

“It {sn't that, Monte," she assured him.
“BEver sinee I eame back this last time, I
knew [ didn’t belong there. When Aunt
Kitty was alive it was all the opportunity
I had; but now—"

She paused,

“Wall?"

“I have my hands full with you until
you get out again," she answered' lightly.

“That's what I objeet to,” he said, “If
being engaged is going to pin you down,
then 1 don't think you ought to be en-
gaged. You've had enough of that in
your life.”

The curious feature of her present po-
sition was that she had no sense of being
pinned down. She had thought of this in
the night. She had never felt freer in her
life. Within a few hours of her engage-
ment she had been able to do exaetly
what she wished to do without a single
qualm of conseience. She had been able
to eome here and look after him in this
emergeny.

“Monte,” she said, “I'm doing at this
moment just exactly what I want to do;
and you ean't understand what a treat
that is, beeause you've always done just
exactly as you wanted. I'm sure I'm en-
tiraly selfish about this, because—hecause
I'm not making sny sacrifice.  You can't
understand that, either, Monte—so please
don't try, I think we'd better not talk
any more about it. Can’t we just let it
£o on as it 18 a lttle while? "

“It suits me," smiled “So
mayhbe I'm selfish, too."

“Maybe,” she nodded, “Now 1'll see
about your breakfast. The doetor told
me just what you must have.”

So she went ont—moving away like a
vision in dainty white aeross the room
and out the door, A few minutes later she
was back apgain with a vase of red roses,
which she arranged upon the table where
he could see them.

Monte,

l\’I( INTE'S recovery was rapid—in many
ways more rapid than he desired, In
a few days Nurse Duval disappeared, and
in a few days more Monte was able to
dress himself with the help of the hotel
valet, and sit by the window while Mar-
jury read to him, Half the time he gave
no heed to what she was reading, but that
did not detraet from his pleasure in the
slightest. He liked the sound of her
voiee, and liked sitting opposite her,

Her eyes were always interesting when
she rend. For then she forgot about them
and let them have their own way—now to
light with & smile, now to darken with
disapproval, and sometimes to grow very
tender, as the story she happened to be
reading dictated.

This was luxury suclh as Monte had
never known, and for more than ten vears
now he had ordered of the world its
choicest in the way of luxury,

At his New York elub the experience of
many, muany years in catering to man
eopmfort was placed at his disposal, - That
same serviee was furnished him, if to &
moro limited extent, on the transatlantio
liners, At Davos his needs were antiei-
pated o week in advanee; at Nice there
had been Edhart,

But no one at his elub, on the boat, or
&t Davos—not even Edhart—had given
him this: this being the somewhat vague
word he used to describo what he was
now enjoying ns Marjory sat by the win-
dow reading to himi. It had nothing to
do with being read aloud to, He could at
any time have summoned a valet to do
that, and in five minutes would have felt
like throwing the hook ¥ book—at the
valet's head, It had nothing to do with the
mere fact that she was a woman, Nurse
Duval eould not haye taken her plave.

It would seem, then, that in some mys-
terious way he derived his pleasure from
Marjory herself. Bul, if so, then she had
gone forther than all those who made it
their life-work to see that man was com-
fortable; for they satisfied only existing
wants, while she created n new one.
Whenever she left the room he was con=
sedons of this want.

Yit, when Monte

faced  the issue



